The Rose upon the Wall

must have no knowledge of the other. They must dwell, side by
side, and never overlap. To live in one, and be caught up by the
other, can be death for both.

But the four winds blowing from the four ends of earth are
in proof that we have liberty of choice. They blow from the
heat or cold, bringing the cordial, or the chill and proud. Yet
one wind, and one wind only, brings the summer. That can turn
to rain. If it lasts, even if the long days burn till autumn, it must
end in winter when natural heat dies out of the heart. Then,
people keep close together for companionship. That is sacred
love; or it may come back, it may return. But, perhaps, there was
no choice. That wind was irremediable. Who is there to explain
these things? One life is not time enough. Only the very old can
begin to take note of it, but they have lost the heat and live
beyond the flame. The fire is dead in them. It is only so rarely
that the old have eyes to see. Their comment turns to criticism.
They cannot live in the young body. The same blindness wans
the pagan from the sacred heart. They have their heart, but it
has no soul or spirit. And Sacred Love, unless it tires, does not
understand the pagan blood. It is a different, or an alien strain.
The one sees but folly in the other. He who leaves the one, and
joins her sister, does so renouncing what was his before. It is
desertion and renunciation. And, once done, it is seldom he turns
back again.

You can pick a rose from the wall and its scent, not the per-
fume only but the substance of the petals, will suffer meta-
morphosis, it will change in your hands into living cheeks and
lips that have red blood in them. It is but the breath of a moment,
and when your eyes open again the living reality has gone. The
rose lies there, held in your hands, but another breath brings no
more of it. This is as the hand of Sacred Love laid upon your
hand. They are the fingers of remorse. There must be persons to
whom such fictions have been a perpetual torment while, to a
like extent, the rescue from their misery could be accomplished
by the same means. The life or death of happiness depends upon
such transitory phases that are no more lasting, in their origin,
than a passing reflection in a mirror. But breathe at the rose
again* drink in its emptiness. The magic has gone from it. There
are a hundred more roses, smelling as sweetly, but they are all
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